KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

still time to get away. We were close to the main road
for I could hear the sound of a tramcar. A cry or a
whistle would bring help. Thus I turned over in my
mind all the possibilities of flight or rescue.

Strangely enough, however, the danger of my position
inflamed my ardour instead of cooling it. To-day I find
it difficult to account for the absurdity of my behaviour.
Even as I moved onward, I knew that I was needlessly
putting my head into a noose; but the anticipation
thrilled me.   Something repulsive awaited me, perhaps
deadly peril.   Loathsome was the thought of the base
issues hi which I was becoming involved. But in my then
mood of intoxication, even the menace of death exercised
a sinister lure, What drove me forwards? Was I ashamed
to show the white feather, or was I simply weak?   I
think, rather, that the ruling passion was a desire to
taste the very dregs of life, a longing to stake my whole
existence upon one cast.   That was why, though folly
aware of the risks I was running, I went on into the
wood arm-in-arm with the wench who had no physical
attractions, and who regarded me only as a pigeon for
her and her companion to pluck.   I must play out the
play which had begun with my crime on the race-
course, must play it to the end, even if the fall of the
curtain should be death.

After a few more paces, she stopped and looked back
yet again. Then she glanced at me expectantly, and
said:

"Well, how much are you going to give me?"
Ah, yes, I had forgotten that aspect of the matter.
But her question did not sober me. Far from it. I was so
glad to be able to give riotously. Searching my pockets,
I poured into her extended hand all the silver I had with
me and two or three crumpled notes. Now there
happened something so remarkable that it warms my
heart when I think of it. Perhaps the girl was amazed at